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It was officially December and that meant one thing: Christmas. It was Junior's favorite holiday and of course, 
he wanted the tree to be up as soon as the month started. Dave was busy putting up ornaments and Junior 
was in between helping with the tree and making sure his cookies didn't burn up. After the tree was done, they 
planned on watching a movie and eating cookies. Over time it had turned into their beginning of the month 


tradition. The rest of the house would be decorated the following day. 


In the midst of the baking, Christmas music, and the decorations, Dave almost felt festive. The atmosphere of 
their house reeked of Christmas. Dave didn't particularly care for it, but if it made Junior happy he could put 
up with it. Christmas comes but once a year after all, 


For now the redhead was on his own with the tree and the bassist was fretting over his desserts. Dave had 
no clue where to put the ornaments but then again how hard could it be? Stick it on the branch, make sure it 


doesn't fall off, and repeat for the other fifty. Unless you went into the whole details of matching and having 


the ornaments agree with the drapes or some shit, decorating was alright. 


As Dave scoured the endless boxes he would come across some homemade ornaments he and Junior had made 
or a completely random ornament they had bought as an impulse buy or just because they felt like it. Then he 
found his favorite. It was a picture of him and Junior standing in front of a Christmas tree. It was from their 


first Christmas together. 


Junior poked his head through the door frame, "Dave where are the cookie cutters?" 

"The box, probably," he swung the lights around the tree. 

"Just go ‘round the tree, don't swing them," he walked over and demonstrated. 

"Seems unnecessary," he took the lights and tried to imitate the bassist. 

"Maybe but at least this way we know you won't break something," he rushed back to the kitchen. 

Dave checked to make sure he was clear and threw the lights again, "How are the cookies coming along?" 
"Good | think," there was a clang and the rattle of silverware; "| haven't made these before though, so | don't 
know if they'll turn out well" 

"What kind are they?" he threw the lights again and hit a vase. 

Junior poked his head out again, "What did you hit?" 

"Nothing." 


He stared at the redhead suspiciously for a moment until deciding Dave wouldn't listen anyway and let him 
continue decorating. He disappeared, there was more rattling, and he reappeared again, "They're called Java 
Cookies." Oh no, more coffee related foods, Dave thought. As if Junior didn't have enough coffee already. 
"Are they coffee flavored?" 

"They're supposed to be, but the last time | tried this they didn't taste like coffee at all” 

"Were they good?" 

“That's what everyone said." 

"Then it was a success wasn't it? The whole point of cooking something for people is to make something good. 
If it's good, then you were successful regardless of the flavor." 

"There's also the point of needing to cook for survival, you do have a point though." 


Dave smiled; he liked it when Junior cooked for him. Dave could cook for himself but Junior was one of those 
people that didn't cook for survival. He cooked because he ked to cook. How some people could do that, Dave 
had no idea, but he was glad Junior was one of them. According to the hints he had been dropping, Junior had 
a big plan for Christmas dinner. The guitarist on the other hand, only had plans for presents (which he still 
had to purchase of course). Besides that Dave was excited because this was their first Christmas together as 


a couple. 


He had someone to spend the holidays with and so did Junior. Both having left home in order to make it big in 
LA it was nice to be able to spend the holidays with someone who made them feel at home. Dave finished the 
lights and moved on to ornaments. There weren't a lot but there were enough so the tree wouldn't look too 


empty. There was more clatter from the kitchen, "You need any help?" 


"Nol You can't see the cookies yet, it's a surprise." 

"Are you sure?" 

"Yes," there was another rattle, a clang, and swear, "Still sure! | require no assistance!" 

"Okay but if | can't see or help with the cookies you can't see or help with the tree," he took out the second 
box and started hanging more on the tree. 


A timer went off, "Deal," the smell of coffee slowly started filling the house. 


When Dave finished the second box of ornaments the tree still looked a little bare. "There's got to be some 
more somewhere." He went to the big box with all the decorations and found another small box that looked like 
the other two. He opened it and found an old Polaroid camera. He continued searching and found some film to 


go with it, and then he got an idea. 


By now the clattering in the kitchen had stopped and the house was filled with an aroma that would probably 
last all December. Junior called from the kitchen, "They're done, are you ready?" 

Dave took the camera and the film, "Yeah, come on in" 

The brunette walked in with the cookies and was greeted with a flash from the camera Junior blinked several 
times, "What is thaf" 

"A Polaroid," he laughed, "I found it in the box of decorations. 

He set the cookies on the coffee table, "| haven't seen this is years! There's still film?" 

Dave held several blank squares, "Enough for a few more pictures,’ he smiled. 

Junior smiled back and directed his attention to the tree, "It looks beautiful. Do you want to take a picture of 
it?" He turned and saw Dave already going after the desserts. 

"Sure," he said through a mouthful of cookies, "wait, | have a better ideal" 


"What is it?" 


Dave took some new film and loaded the camera again. He went back to the tree and pulled Junior close to him. 
"Let's try this," he held the camera in one hand and stretched his arm as far as it could go so the lens where 
facing them. "Say coffee." The bassist did and was blinded by the flash yet again He rubbed his eyes and Dave 
smiled, "Hopefully it came out okay.” 

He shook the film until the picture finished developing. Luckily, Dave managed to get both of them in the 
picture along with some of tree in the background. Junior with a big smile and Dave with his signature snarl. 
It came out better than okay, look," he handed it to the bassist. 

"| have an idea," Junior rushed to the kitchen and came back with string on the photograph and a marker. He 
wrote something on it and handed it back to Dave, who read it out loud, "Daves First Christmas’. He smiled and 
hung it on the tree. 


Junior kissed his cheek, "How'd the cookies turn out? Do they taste like coffee this time?" 
"They taste fine," he kissed him back, "It's like eating a latte." 

"That's good," he rested his head on Dave's shoulder, "Do you want to watch a movie?" 
"What kind of movie?" 

"Preferably a Christmas one, but it could be any kind you want" 

"Any more of those cookies?" 


"There's quite a bit more in the kitchen," he pointed to the door. 


"Bring ‘em to the living room and let's watch ourselves a Christmas movie," Dave smiled. 


They ended up watching Ghostbusters curled up on the couch. It wasn't exactly a Christmas movie but with 
this it kind of turned into one. Neither of them could remember if they actually finished the movie or not. 
They both ended up asleep at some point. Regardless it was the start of a new tradition and great month. A 
great month that led to a great first Christmas. 


While Dave reminisced Junior finished another batch of cookies. Before hanging the photograph he searched the 
box to see if the Polaroid was still hidden somewhere. He found it under a wreath and beneath the camera was 
some film. He heard the familiar ding of the timer and the silence that usually followed before he heard Junior 
say, "Are you ready?" 

He quickly hung the Polaroid on the tree and took out the camera As the bassist walked in he snapped a 
picture. "Alright," he set the cookies down as Dave waited for the image to develop. 

"Don't you remember? | did the same thing when we decorated the tree for our first Christmas." 

"When you found that old thing?" 

"Yeah," he flipped through the old film and found the photo, "Look!" 

"Whoa | remember," he looked through the film and found others Dave had taken while they were watching 
Ghostbusters on the couch. 

Dave took the image he had hung on the tree and showed it to Junior, "Daves First Christmas, probably the 
best ornament we have." 

"Of course," he took the camera and a film, "come here." They stood in front of the tree and Junior tried to 
remember how Dave had taken the first picture. A flash of light and the film flew out. He shook it until it 
developed; to his surprised it came out quite well. "It's good, no?" 

"Perfect," he gave Junior a kiss and he fed Dave a cookie. 

"Do they taste like coffee?" 

"Once again it's like eating a latte." 

Junior smiled, "So.Ghostbusters?" 

"Obviously." 


The rest of the night was similar to their first. Neither of them really saw the ending and couldn't pinpoint 
when they fell asleep. Either way it was a good start of the month and the beginning of great holiday. 


